The George Sand-
Apollo in the same coop. It is one or the other, being a man of
excess, a gentleman entirely given over to what he does.

I repeat to myself the phrase of Goethe: "Go forward be-
yond the tombs," and I hope to get used to the emptiness, but
nothing more.

The more I know you, yourself, the more I admire you; how
strong you are!

Aside from a little Spinoza and Plutarch, I have read noth-
ing since my return, as I am quite occupied by niy present
work. It is a task that will take me up to the end of July.
I am in a hurry to be through with it, so as to abandon myself
to the extravagances of the good Saint-Ant oine, but I am
afraid of not being sufficiently in the mood.

That is a charming story, Mademoiselle Hauterive, isn't it?
This suicide of lovers to escape misery ought to inspire fine
moral phrases from Prudhomme. As for me, I understand it.
What they did is not American, but how Latin and antique it
is! They were not strong, but perhaps very sensitive.

CLXVI.   To GEOKGE SAND

Sunday, 26 June, 1870

You forget your troubadour who has just buried another
friend! From the seven that we used to be at the beginning of
the dinners at Magny's, we are only three now! I am gorged
with coffins like an old cemetery! I am having enough of them,
frankly.

And in the midst of all that I keep on working! I finished
yesterday, such as it is, the article on my poor Bouilhet. I am
going to see if there is not some way of reviving one of his
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